thought. She smiled, pleased, because that was a good beginning.
Sensations are greater?broader, more evident?than thoughts because they precede and determine thinking. Rebeca's hope was to think sensations and she was sure to succeed this time.
The room was warm and smelled of sleep. Her nostrils widened in appreciation.
"I can smell male sweat, but it is fine and subtle, like fennel mixed with lemon."
The sheets themselves were fresh, changed that very morning. They kept the softness of the iron and the aroma of scented soap. Her skin was fine and slightly damp. The inner part of her thighs?the most delicate part of her body?slid under her fingers as if it were water.
Darkness was filling the window at the inbetween time of dusk. Rebeca was still lying in bed with a smile on her lips feeling lazy and relaxed.
Can it be described, Rebeca? Can it be said with words? Can it be 
